SEESAW 

OR SAD STORY 




HENRIQUE KOMATSU 



"It is such a secret place, the land of tears". 
The Little Prince 



Dedication 




This is a book about 
a child's sadness. 






j 



r~w?, 



Thence 

I do nor 

really 



know 



To whom it 
should be 
dedicated. 



For dedicating 

sadness is ro 

offer 

someone 

else's 
sufferance. 



And 

one 

must 

never 

be 

so 

Unkind. 







This book 

would come 

to birth 

without 

a 

dedication... 



wanted to read this stoi 



I AGREED. 



He finished quickly, after all 
this is not a long book, and 
told me: 




"To no one" - 1 replied. 

"Why?". 

"Because there is nothing 

good in sadness to give it 



to someone 




The boy thougth for a while 

and said: 

"Each sadness is a joy that 

did not work. Each sadness 

is a joy that could have 

happended". 

"So what?" - 1 asked. 

"Don't you see? Behind each 

sadness lies a possible joy. 

And this is good". 



After this meeting I 
found out to whom 
should the book be 
dedicated. 



I dedicate this book 

to the person who, 

once, had the opportunity to 

hurt someone's feelings. 



I dedicate this 

book to the boy or to the girl 

who, once, could 

laugh at a more 

fragile child 



Mf'llts 



and walk awav. 



So ir shall be 

dedicated because 

these are the 

people who, one 

day, could choose 

what would come 

to birth in another 

heart: 



Whether the ache 
of sadness, or 
the breeze 
of Joy. 



This book is about 

a child's sadness. 

Look carefully and 

you may find behind it 

a work about joy. 



t 



This book is an empty seesaw. 




Paying close attention you may 
see two kids, one at each end, 
pushing the seesaw up and down. 



SAD STOK* 



OR SEESAW 




A small drop of water 
fell in the river. 



It was not a raindrop 
for it did not 
fall from 
the sky 



The sky was blue on that day. 



The little drop fell from the 
bridge that crossed the river. 




The little 

drop fell from the eye 

of a boy who looked at his own 

reflection in the ^^^^^^ 

water. 



t 

he 

little 

drop wa s 

a tear. It ^ 

* tear of s '* 
dness- 



§ 



A boy cried over the 

bridge- He cried because 

he could see 

in the water the size 

of his own ears. 

He had big ears and 

believed people did not 

like him because 

of them. 



The little boy 
remembered the 
jokes the other kids^ 
made. He was the only 
one who did not laugh, 
because it was his 
ears people were 
laughing about. 



A small drop of water 

fell in the river. 

The little drop was salty. 

The little drop was a tear. 



It was a tear of sadness. 



The boy cried alone 
over the bridge. 




They were 

the boy's ears, who 

was now smiling at his own 

reflection in the 

water. 




\ 



Instead of ears, he now 
had a hole on each side 
of his head. 



No one could 

ever tell jokes 
about the size 
of his ears 
again. 

The boy srroled. 

He had cut of! 
his own ears. 






It was then that his 
schoolmates crossed the bridge. 



§ 

Children are not evil, they just 
do not seem to understand the 
world. 

Noticing the boy without ears 
they all laughed and pointed 
at the two holes he had in his 
head. 

They pointed, they laughed 
and they left. 



Jlebov 

did nor point 

U anyone, he did 

notkvgh at anyone 

md he was the only one 

to remain on that bridge 



A small drop of water fell on th 
river. It was a tear of sadness 



lie 



§ 

The river reflected the image 
of an earless boy. 

He cried because he did not 
understand whether the other 
kids liked his ears or not. 

Why did they keep laughing 
if he no longer had them? He 
wondered if it had been of 
any use to have cut them off 
and thrown them in the river. 



§ 



The river was surprised with the 
impact of the plunge and asked: 
"What are you doing here?" 

The boy did not answer. 

"Did you come after your ears?" 

"No", answered the boy 

"Then what do you want?" 

"I want my tears", 

"Your tears are not here. They 
do not fit in me". 



§ 



'It was only three little drops' 



In 

each 

tear one 

c an find the 

!> e soul * f * 

^Y the te*< S 



^re no*" 



3; reused 
-dferftaOCt ^f/i^j^ aire: sent tl<^ 

anot/ier place, ^ 
bigger i^Ys 



'Would you like to go there 
and search?" 



The boy agreed and the 
river took him to the sea. 



'This is where all tears end. 

You can check how salty 

the water is". 



§ 



Staring at the Ocean, the 
boy saw how enormous his 
soul was. 

The river returned the boy's 
ears and he thanked with a 
smile, for he knew how great 
a soul he had - even greater 
than his ears. 

A small drop fell in the sea. 

The little drop was a tear. 



§ 



It was a tear of happiness. 




THE END 



